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Forever New 


The Premise 


Down through 

the bottomless blue 
of eyes fresh born 
dwells the whatever 
wherever 

that was before. 
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Marie GILBERT 

is the author of two collections of poems, From 
Comfort and The Song and the Seed, both published 
by Green River Press of University Center, Michi- 
gan. Her work also appears in several anthologies 
and literary magazines. 


A native of Florence, South Carolina, she is a 
graduate of Rollins College, where she received 
the Algernon Sydney Sullivan Medallion. For the 
past twenty years she and her husband have lived 
in Greensboro, North Carolina. They havea son, a 
daughter, and four granddaughters. 


Lou QUATTLEBAUM 

is a native South Carolina artist whose paintings 
and batiks are in many private collections. Her 
work has been exhibited in the major galleries of 
the state, including nine one-man shows. She 
studied art at the Richmond division of the Col- 
lege of William and Mary, now Virginia Com- 
monwealth University, and received a bachelor of 
fine arts degree from William and Mary at 
Williamsburg. 


Mrs. Quattlebaum lives at Arundel Plantation, 
Georgetown, South Carolina. She has three sons, 
a daughter, and eleven grandchildren. 


The poet and the artist’s work first appeared 
together in The Song and the Seed in 1983. 


Forever New 


The Beginning 


There was a perfect world 

near a heartbeat. 

Suddenly, a river surged 
draining the ecosystem, 
sweeping into a tight canal 

that mashed ears. 

Steel bruised 

forcing into sterile rubber hands, 
cold draft, cruel light. 


There was crying. 


Welcome to this world, 
it’s far from perfect 

but big enough. 

The hard trip bought sky. 
Stretch a little, 

you'll begin to like it. 


Somewhere in the deep of you 
save memories of perfection. 


Provenance 


Father’s hands enfold 

with gentle strength. 
Mother’s breast is 

vibrant with heartbeat. 

Up through eyes still blurring 
this world patterns. 


Ambience of a Visiting Toddler 


So little asked — 
three simple meals 
one small bed 
diapers, hugs. 


The household changes 

from serene and slightly jaded 
to fresh, important, genuine, 
no temporal things — 

only art objects that pass the test 
of investigating fingers. 


She must be mere atmosphere 
for crocuses bent beneath her sneakers 
rise again to bloom. 


When blue eyes turn to green ocean 
pouring down velvet cheeks — 


so frustrating to communicate 
without words — 


each tear kissed dry 
brings a taste of salt. 


How fast the blue returns 
with a tease, a laugh 
a warm squeeze — 


caring declared 
in small deeds. 


The Importance of Gender 


I asked a child of three 

“Is your Mommy to have a girl or a boy?” 
Her wide open face grew puzzled, so 

I probed from a different angle. 

“Is Mommy going to bring you 

a baby sister or a baby brother?” 

She put down her picture book 

and came to me saying 

“You don’t understand, Grandmother.”’ 
She cupped her hands rock-a-bye fashion 
close to her ribs, looked up, 

“It’s just going to be a little baby.” 


Investigating 


A bit of promise wandering 
through this widening world 

you reach and stretch 

eager to touch and to feel, 

learn to touch softly 

to feel gently — settle for that — 
held up to touch the pink balloon 
feel the velvet draperies 

stroke the grey kitten 

finger the stucco wall. 


And then the full moon rises. 
Arms shoot up emploring in confidence 
to be lifted up, up high enough. 


“Touch it, Mommy? 
I touch softly.” 


And 
who knows 
but what one day 


yes 


— %, 


Saturation Point 


I held a child and 
rocked and rocked 
to make him smile 


when I stopped 
he asked for more 


I saw in him 

all little boys 

who soak up love 
and grow up strong 


who tease their sisters 
all day long 


grow up protecting 
respecting 
womankind. 


The Link 


A glimmer still shines 

in you that fast forgets the brighter land 
to take up Earth’s challenge 

using angel-brushed appointments. 


I study you for lingerings. 


Comment on Learning 


The shade falls before 

the curtain rises. 

From the brighter land 

only a thread dangles. 

We latch it, coax and try to knit it 
to our needs and yours. 
Meanwhile, to your cry 

you add a smile 

proceed to learn 

warm hands, counting to five, and 
that some hands are fists. 


Summer at Two 


A part of all he sees 
he pads the morning dew 
bare feet printing the lawn. 


Toddling towards trees, towards sky 
as far as he can range or see 
the world belongs to him. 
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: Coquinas 


ot a The summer you were three 
you learned coquinas, 
rainbow butterflies 

to delight shell collectors, 
tender morsels to sustain 
wading birds. 

You dug coquinas and 

“6 watched. They never tire 

of burrowing with invisible feet 
to slip back into 

the salt wet sand 

of their belonging, 

leaving a dimple and 

a bubble for the tide. 


You will remember coquinas. 


Four-and. a Halt 


Marshmallow elbows 

bluet eyes and 

tumbling strawberry tendrils, 

you bounce along 

in Levis and ’gator shirt 

spilling sunshine, hugs and kisses. 
All the world loves, 

your parents taught 

and that makes it gospel. 


Weathered, I fear 
until I watch them 
teaching you 

the art of choosing. 


A Better Name for Wrinkles 


In the candor of five and a half 

out of the blue she proffers, 
“Grandmomma, I like your — 
crinkles.”’ 

She bounces along snuggling her duck 
stroking its plastic head. 


*Crinkles’ smacks of Kringle 
snowflakes 

crystal wind chimes 

light breeze tickling sea 
bright foil wrappings, 


silk plissé coverlets 
out until the end of summer. 


A Grandchild Visits the Coast 


Round samples of ocean, your eyes 

rise above the edge of my mattress, 

I open one eye, flicking the switch on day. 
Come, little one, we’ll see 

barn swallows nesting under the porch 
waiting wide mouthed for bugs 

winged to them in swoops of russet and blue. 
Deer nibble past from bush to bush. 

We have crabs to catch, to cook and to clean. 
Waves roll in on the beach 

ready to ruffle you in foam 

tumble you upside down. 

But first, slip in under the sheet, 

your fetal curve snuggled against me 

so the beat of your heart blends 

with the beat of mine, and I feel 

the pulse moving forward. 


A Little Girl Vacations 
At Black Mountain, N.C. 


In the zing of August mountains 

around a yellow cottage on the edge of town 
where trees grow thick, snuggle the roof, 
green moss is the best of grass. 


Arrow heads from Indian days 
lie uncovered where eaves drip, 
flinty stones of cream and pink 
chipped at angles, stir imagination. 


The child spends hours catching legends 

heard as if bouncing from summit to summit, 
wonders if those blue peaks have ever known 

the foot of man, and how they might be climbed. 


She feels the cool close face of mountains, 
Beaucatcher, Lookout and Grey Beard, 
touches ferns uncurling from licorice earth 
trapped in crannies weatherworn in rock. 


In her own Hundred Acre Wood 

thick with rough oak scaled pale green with lichen, 
alone, she speaks with whoever lives on velvet moss 
beneath toadstools and mushrooms, 


most likely elegant creatures, she thinks, 

to have so fine a carpet, 

such wealth exposed in mica rock - 

a whole world lives to be known just for believing. 


She listens to hear sound 

from aspen leaves trembling to shade the day woods, 
from blue-black fright of moaning limbs 

at night when shadows hang from trees. 


To a child, those shadows 
weave like hungry wolves 
as she lies flat-a-bed in the dark 


far from grown-up voices. 


She cries out, 

to allay her fears they come 

but they cannot hear what she hears 
see what she sees. 


Swimming in the North Fork 


Dense shade holds the chill in the stream 
wedged deep between piles of rock. 
One rounded rock lies bold in the sun. 


Through bounds, water chortles 
licks young bathers with icy tongues. 
Adults past proving never venture a toe. 


Up to the ankles, the frigid waters thrill, 
to the knees, even to the thighs. To the waist 
brings the slab cold of chilled viscera. 


Not to swim, just to shiver in goose flesh, 
to think of the warm rock in the sun 
is the best the young can manage. 


“Swim and keep warm!” the grownups say. 
““We didn’t drive that gravel road 
Just to watch you shiver!” 


Yet, “Shall we go to the North Fork?” 
remains the invitation. 
“Yea, yea!’ is the quick reply. 


One child asks, 
“Is there a South Fork?” 
but that is as far as the matter goes. 


Gentle Tutor 


I watched her face, 
her hands, when 
roses were near. 

She taught me roses, 


climbing roses, 

hardy and appreciative, 
shining leaves and thorns, 
pale pink on elegant stems. 


I grew, 

learned to love, 

planted. 

Dawn pink buds 

peep above the window -sill, 
reminding me. 


Pll call my children 
to come and see. 


Que Tete ta 


Two Days Beyond Christmas 


It wasn’t the little girl 

who minded so much. Spritely 

she would pat the small bike 

now and then, gaining a ““No, no” 
from her pale father, a loom fixer 
who spoke from dark socketed eyes. 
Swinging her pony tail, sandy 

like her father’s hair, 

with a pleasant little shrug 

she left the bike alone. 


It was the mother who choked back tears 
to answer questions at the tall desk. 
Reason for return? The little girl 

didn’t like it that much, and, she added 


it was still just like new. 


The father kept his daughter occupied 
walking around the discount store 
chatting and looking at things. 

More than once he slipped back 

to his wife to brush her shiny red hair 
gently with lips, 

she would almost smile 

when he whispered to her. 


She put forty-nine dollars in her wallet 
the loose change into her skirt pocket. 
A snug little group, the three 

walked out together. 


The Coquetry of Spring 


The tips of silver limbs swell 

near to bursting, pastures turn velvet, 
the torn flesh of ploughed fields 
shades from sand to bloody red 


then, spring coyly draws on mist 
to soften and to veil 


much as a girl in her bikini, 

limbs lotioned to a glow, action triggered 
in jogging shorts or tennis togs, 

teases from the deep of dancing eyes 


then, slips into satin, 
gossamers that softly veil. 


Night Walk 
Between Earth and Sea 


Where waves roll in one on top of one 
where the beach gives sand, receives sand, 
we are born part of the mother 

part of the father to walk on ground 

that dries, grows wet 

dries, grows wet. 

Above the dunes stars slide by 

sprinkling light on the give, the take 
give, take. 


I give you fresh bread for your supper. 
The herbs you shared thrive in my garden. 


I give myself to you. 
Take me, give me love. 


This child is given to us, 
we take it, love it, 
give it away to itself. 


A giving has a taking has a giving 
on this footing that’s wet, dry 
wet, dry 

under the sparkling eye of stars. 


The Race 


Creation flows 

through canny fingertips 
painting stones of lead crystal 
edged in flame 

to cluster garnet sun, 

heraldic broach for morning. 


Knights rush forth 

clank hard heeled 

through pulsating day, 

joust towards pinnacles 

past gilded progress, 

towers catechizing enlightenment. 


Evening’s radiance 
grows weary, fades, 
softens nursery pale, 
slips into darkness 
takes comfort in 
predicting birth. 


There’s always a sense of discovery, a sense of wonder, in the 
poetry of Marie Gilbert, and Forever New is an apt title for this 
splendid collection of poems and the art of Lou Quat- 
tlebaum, ...indeed, an affirmation of life. 


— Sam Ragan 
Poet Laureate of North Carolina 


Marie Gilbert shows a special insight into children. Her poems 
about babies are delicate yet wise. She understands how older 
children discover the world of nature — with awe and wonder. 


— Margaret Boothe Baddour 
Arts Columnist and Commentator 


Forever New creates by word and picture crystal-clear images 
of the mystery of birth and early growth; the “forever new” 
discovery by the young child of the manifold wonders of a 
world to be explored. The drawings... have that special sort 
of dignity and honest seeking of mankind in response to his 
environment. This is a book to intrigue and delight both child 
and adult with its wholesome delight in earth’s treasures. 


— Theresa Pollak 
Professor Emerita, School of the Arts 
Virginia Commonwealth University 


Childhood is that mysterious and, to us adults, mostly that 
elusive state we would like to recapture. Marie Gilbert, in 
Forever New, finds the mystery and does capture something of 
the elusiveness. She does this by acommand of detail in poetry 
that speaks, as all poetry must, to the heart. 


— Raymond Tyner 
Green River Press 
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